Story of Keram Khan and the seven pigs
" Are there any police?" asked Hajji, who had been spoilt
again by travelling with an escort.
" There were two; they have been shot," said Keram
carelessly, unconscious of the havoc he caused.
He was a charming man. I think he was never afraid,
though the country seemed to be thick with relatives of people
he had killed, and this was a serious drawback to his usefulness
as a guide outside his own tribe. On the other hand, there is
a certain advantage in travelling with someone who has a
reputation for shooting rather than being shot: as Keram
said, in a self-satisfied way, diey might kill me, but they would
know that, if I was with him, there would be unpleasantness
afterwards.
He had a great sense of humour and was excellent at telling
a story. He told me how he had been deprived of his gun for
shooting the seven pet pigs of the Armenian Governor of
Alishtar, the same who had betrayed Mir Ali Khan. The pigs
were grazing near the castle, and Keram, like a good Moslem,
never imagined that anyone would go to the trouble of keeping
such animals; he amused himself by shooting six and laming die
seventh. It limped back to the castle just as the Governor
came out of the gate for his evening ride. "What is this?"
said the Governor. " I shot six pigs in the wood/' Keram
explained innocently. Whereupon his gun was taken from
him, " and since then," said he, " I have had to take to opium;
my heart is so sad for the long days in the hills."
It was the time for his pipe, and I offered to sit by the
roadside and wait while he smoked it—a suggestion which
evidently touched him, for he repeated it over and over again
to his friends as an illustration of the " Akhlaq-i shirin " or
sweetness of character of women in Europe.
During the fighting last year he took sides with the govern-
ment against Mehmed Ali Khan of Tarhan, and had a bad
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